should find a certain Opus conspicuously placed and in high
repute, translated, not into the Limbo tongue alone, but
into all languages, and the imperial Philosopher should cen-
sure the still incognoscible Author for still continuing in
incognoscibility for the same reason that he blamed the
Ancient of the Deep, I should remind him of the Eleusinian
Mysteries, whisper the Great Decasyllabon in his ear, and
ask him whether there are not some secrets which it is
neither lawful nor fitting to disclose.

CHAPTER LXXXIII
EVOLVEMENTS.     ANALOGIES.     ANTICIPATIONS
/ have heard, how true
I know not, most physicians as they grow
Greater in skilly grow less in their religion;
Attributing so much to natural causes.
That they have little faith in that they cannot
Deliver reason for: this Doctor steers
Another course.
MASSINGER
I forget what poet it is, who, speaking of old age, says that
The Soul's dark mansion, battered and decayed,
Lets in new light through chinks that time has made;
a strange conceit, imputing to the decay of our nature that
which results from its maturation.
As the ancients found in the butterfly a beautiful emblem
of the immortality of the Soul, my true philosopher and
friend looked, in like manner, upon the chrysalis as a type
of old age. The gradual impairment of the senses and of
the bodily powers, and the diminution of the whole frame
as it shrinks and contracts itself in age, afforded analogy
enough for a mind like his to work on, which quickly appre-
hended remote similitudes and delighted in remarking them.
The sense of flying in our sleep might probably, he thought,
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